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NOTE. 

The  following  Discourse  is  printed  frr  the  perusal  of  the  relatives  and 
friends  of  the  deceased.  A  few  passages  have  been  added  to  the  biographical 
portion,  since  its  delivery.  With  the  exception  of  these,  the  discourse  ap- 
pears much  in  the  form  in  which  it  was  delivered  ;  and  in  which  it  was 
natural  for  a  Pastor,  in  affliction,  to  address  his  own  congregation. 


DISCOURSE, 


John  11;  28.     the  master  is   come  and  calleth  for  thee. 

The  individual  Christian,  during  mucii  of  his  life  on.  earth, 
and  as  respects  the  notice  of  his  fellow  men,  is  lost  among  the 
multitude.  He  is  but  one  among  millions  of  the  living  race,  or 
of  his  country  ;  but  one  in  the  Church,  in  the  circle  of  relatives, 
or  in  the  family  home.  He  passes  on  from  day  to  day,  with 
little  to  fix  attention  upon  him.  He  is  transacting  with  his  God 
in  the  secrecies  of  his  soul  and  of  his  closet,  respecting  his  own 
eternity,  and  endeavoring  to  "make  his  calling  and  election 
sure."  At  sometimes  he  rejoices  in  joys  and  hopes,  of  which 
others  know  little.  At  other  times  he  is  oppressed  with  sorrows, 
of  which  the  world  can  know  nothing  ;  and  pours  his  tears  in 
secret,  before  the  hearer  of  prayer,  his  God  and  Redeemer ;  and 
in  supplication  for  help,  wrestles  with  "the  Angel  of  the  Cove- 
nant." Thus  he  lives,  undistinguished  in  his  circumstances 
from  the  many  ;  and  satisfied  to  live  evenunknown  if  he  can  be 
spiritually  safe,  and  assured  that  his  interests  for  "the  life  that 
is  to  come,"  are  prospering.  If  he  can  spend  his  days  and 
years  for  Christ,  and  have  sure  readiness  at  any  time  to  "  de- 
part and  be  with  Christ,"  his  highest  and  holiest  desires  are 
satisfied. 

At  length,  however,  arrives  the  period  when  the  Christian's 
God  and  8aviour  singles  him  out  from  those  around  him,  for  a 
journey  to  the  grave,  and  to  the  skies.  It  is  said  to  him,  "  the 
Master  is  come  and  calleth  for  thee  ;"  '  Leave  all,  come  aside 
into  this  apartment,  and  to  this  bed,  and  die.'  Or,  '  pass 
through  this  other  scene  in  which  the  Angel  of  death  will  meet 
you,  and  close  your  life  on  earth.'     This  is   not  unlike  that 


which  was  said  to  Moses,  when  the  time  of  his  departui'e  drew 
near.  "  Get  thee  up  into  this  mountain  and  die."  And  the 
same  voice  which  thus  calls  the  Christian  to  his  bed  of  sickness, 
gathers  round  him  those  whom  he  loves,  and  whose  hearts 
cleave  to  him,  to  look  on  and  see  that  which  is  about  to  come 
to  pass.  It  is  a  family  about  the  dying  bed  of  the  son  of  prom- 
ise, or  of  the  daughter  of  high  hope,  or  of  the  father  and  hus- 
band beloved,  or  of  the  mother  and  wife,  to  whom  cling  strong 
affections,  conjugal  and  filial.  Around  that  bed  there  is  many 
an  aching  heart ;  and  upon  that  dying  pillow  falls  many  a 
burning  tear.  The  mark  for  the  grave  is  upon  that  brow. 
The  seal  of  death  which  has  been  appointed  to  close  those  lips 
and  those  eyes,  and  to  stamp  its  image  and  superscription  upon 
that  pale  countenance,  gives  assurance  which  cannot  be  resist- 
ed, that  the  message  has  arrived,  "  the  Master  is  come  and  call- 
eth  for  thee." 

But  it  may  be  that  in  some  other  scene  than  amidst  the  quiet 
of  home  and  surrounded  by  friends,  to  watch  and  minister  to 
every  want  of  the  sick  bed,  your  Christian  friend  was  called  to 
meet  death,  and  to  commence  his  journey  to  the  skies.  Per- 
haps he  had  gone  abroad  to  a  foreign  land,  and  his  death  bed  was 
made  and  attended  only  by  strangers.  Or  on  the  stormy  ocean, 
in  the  gallant  ship  which  was  foundered,  he,  with  helpless  hun- 
dreds of  his  fellow  voyagers,  went  down  to  find  his  grave  in  the 
deep  ocean ;  and  you  can  never  find  the  spot,  to  set  up  to  his 
memory  your  inscribed  monument  of  affection.  Or  he  had  left 
you  for  a  few  days  only,  to  "go  into  such  a  city,"  in  our  own 
land ;  and  death  met  him  with  others,  amidst  the  confusion  and 
dismay  of  the  benighted,  stranded  or  burning  steamer ;  and  you 
learn  that  in  some  hour  when  you  thought  of  him  as  safe  on  his 
prosperous  passage  of  the  noble  river,  the  spreading  sound,  or 
the  majestic  lake,  he  was  amidst  the  terrors  of  a  catastrophe 
which  had  its  completion  in  his  passing  "  the  gates  of  death," 
to  be  no  more  in  this  world.  Or  perhaps,  as  in  the  case  which 
within  the  last  week  has  caused  a  funeral  assemblage  in  this 
sanctuary  and  the  opening  of  a  grave  yonder ;  death  came  pre- 
ceded by  the  dethronement  of  reason,  and  through  that  myste- 
rious movement  of  the  diseased  mind,  in  which  the  soul  rushes 
out  of  life  in  frightful  yet  unconscious  speed  ;  and  by  which, 


sometimes,  even  the  Christian's  immortal  spirit  becomes  trans- 
ferred to  the  scenes  of  eternity,  unconscious  of  his  acts  till  he 
awakes  and  finds  himself  amidst  the  glories  of  heaven,  and  in 
the  presence  of  his  Saviour  and  his  God. 

A  thousand  anxious  and  distressing  thoughts  crowd  upon  our 
minds,  and  oppress  our  spirits,  when  in  any  way  we  are  called 
to  surrender  to  Providence  our  Christian  friends  ;  and  by  which 
thoughts  we  shall  be  liable  to  be  diverted  from  others  which 
might  be  most  comforting  and  precious  to  our  spirits,  did  we 
admit  them  to  our  breasts  and  cherish  them,  as  it  is  our  privi- 
lege to  do.  It  is  not  all,  with  your  Christian  friend,  that  he  is 
sick  and  filled  with  pain  and  sorrow,  that  he  is  just  "  at  the  point 
to  die,"  that  his  shroud  is  in  preparation,  and  his  coffin  soon  to 
be  brought,  and  his  grave  opened  ;  and  that  his  funeral  proces- 
sion in  a  few  more  hours  is  to  be  in  solemn  movement ;  and 
that  survivors  are  to  stand  around  his  grave,  having  begun  the 
days  of  their  mourning  ;  this  I  say,  is  not  all.  We  should  look 
above  what  may  be  called  "  death's  doings,"  to  that  which  the 
Christian's  God  is  doing,  and  endeavor  to  put  our  minds  upon 
the  track  of  pleasanter,  brighter  thoughts.  And  there  is  scarce 
a  more  instructive  and  profitable  direction  to  be  given  our 
minds,  than  by  such  a  text  as  this  we  now  read.  It  was  said 
of  the  Saviour,  by  Martha,  when  calling  for  Mary,  her  sister,  to 
come  to  the  graveside  of  their  brother  beloved  ;  but  it  is  not 
inappropriate,  if  we  take  it  as  a  call  to  the  Christian  on  the  eve 
of  his  departure  out  of  life.  "  The  Master  is  come  and  calleth 
for  thee."  The  Christian's  Saviour  and  best  friend  approaches 
him,  to  say  that  the  time  has  come  when  he  must  "  go  hence 
and  be  here  no  more."  The  requisition  may  sound  harsh  in  the 
ears  of  affection,  as  if  there  were  something  severe,  unreasona- 
ble, and  almost  cruel  in  the  mandate.  And  yet  let  us  consider 
the  text, 

1.  As  it  asserts  the  claims  of  Christ  upon  his  people,  beyond 
those  of  all  earthly  relationships  We  are  not  the  proprietors 
of  our  friends.  It  is  not  our  prerogative  to  appoint  the  length 
of  their  days.  The  beloved  one  whom  I  may  call  mine,  be  it 
parent,  wife,  son,  daughter,  or  friend  in  whom  "  my  life  is  bound 
up,"  is  to  be  yielded  to  Him  who  gave,  and  who,  when  he 
pleases,  "  takes  away  ;"  to  Him  who  created,  and  made  tender 


and  strong  too,  the  tie  which  binds  that  friend  to  my  heart ;  and 
who  has  a  right  to  cut  the  tie  when  he  sees  best.  Especially  is 
it  his  right  if  he  sees  that  it  interferes  with  my  supreme  affec- 
tion to  himself  I  am  a  husband,  and  he  says  to  me,  "  son  of 
man,  behold  I  take  away  the  desire  of  thine  eyes  with  a  stroke." 
Or  I  am  a  father,  too  much  idolizing  a  son  or  a  daughter  ;  and 
he  sends  death  to  touch  my  idol  that  it  may  fall  into  the  grave. 
Or  I  am  a  child,  leaning  too  much  upon  a  parent,  and  too  little 
upon  my  God  ;  and  he  takes  from  me  father  or  mother.  Or  my 
heavenly  Father  sees  that  a  brother  has  taken  too  strong  a  hold 
upon  my  aflections,  or  that  a  sister's  tender  hand  has  grasped 
my  heart  too  mightily.  In  either  of  these  cases  the  idolatry  is 
seen  by  Him  who  has  said  "  thou  shalt  have  no  other  idols  be- 
fore me."  And  "  behold,  he  taketh  away ;  who  can  hinder 
him  ?  who  will  say  unto  him  what  doest  thou  ?"     We 

2.  Consider  the  text  as  it  asserts  the  authority  as  well  as  the 
proprietorship  which  Christ  holds  of  his  true  people.  By  virtue 
of  this,  he  "  sets  the  bounds  of  their  habitation,"  the  length  of 
their  days.  My  affections  may  lead  me  to  look  on  my  Chris- 
tian friend  and  say  "let  his  days  be  long ;  let  '  three  score  years 
and  ten,'  or  '  four  score  years,'  be  measured  out  to  him.  Let 
his  life  last  to  the  full  satisfaction  of  my  wishes  and  my  affec- 
tions." "  No,"  says  the  voice  of  providence ;  while  death  is  sent 
to  cut  off  life  in  its  bright  morning,  or  at  its  high  noonday,  and 
to  hide  in  the  grave  one  beloved  of  my  heart.  We  measure  the 
lives  of  our  friends  by  the  scale  of  our  affections.  God  measures 
them  by  the  scale  of  his  wisdom.  And  when  we  find  that  the 
appointments  of  God  cut  short  our  expectations,  perhaps  we 
begin  to  murmur.  But  hear  Him  who  says  "  be  still  and  know 
that  I  am  God."  When  therefore  we  find  the  messenger  arri- 
ved, who  says  to  the  dearest  Christian  triend  we  have  on  earth, 
"  the  Master  is  come  and  calleth  for  thee,"  we  are  to  say,  "  It  is 
the  Lord,  let  him  do  wliat  seemeth  him  good."  It  is  not  for- 
bidden to  our  affections  that  we  weep  ;  but  it  is  required  of  us 
that  we  be  implicitly  submissive. 

"  The  God  of  love  will  sure  indulge 
The  flowing  tear,  the  heaving  sigh. 
When  his  own  children  fall  around, 
When  tender  friends  and  kindred  die, — 


Yet  not  one  anxious  murmuring  thought 
Should  with  our  mourning  passions  blent!  ; 
Nor  should  our  bleeding  hearts  forget 
The  Almighty,  Everliving  Friend." 

God  is  as  wisely  a  Sovereign  in  dealing  with  our  affections 
as  he  is  in  dealing  with  our  wills  ;  and  as  implicit  is  to  be  our 
consecration  of  the  one  as  our  submission  of  the  other,  to  Him. 

3.  Consider  the  text  as  it  points  to  the  goodness  and  mercy 
of  the  Lord  Jesus  to  his  people,  in  all  the  circumstances  attend- 
ing their  removal  from  this  mortal  life.  Your  friend  perhaps 
lay  on  the  bed  of  pain,  and  disease  tortured  every  fibre,  and 
filled  every  bone  and  sinew  as  it  were  with  fire.  You  called 
the  physician,  tried  every  instrumentality  for  relief  and  comfort, 
watched  day  and  night  by  that  bed  of  pain,  praying  God  to 
assuage  the  anguish  which  drew  its  lines  upon  that  loved  face. 
Sometimes  you  almost  thought  perhaps,  that  God  had  "  forgot- 
ten to  be  gracious,"  and  that  he  had  "  in  anger  shut  up  his  ten- 
der mercy,"  from  your  friend.  Your  heart  yearned  over  his 
agonies,  till  they  ceased  in  the  silence  of  death.  Or  possibly  the 
work  of  death  was  done  in  one  hour  of  some  bright  day,  and 
with  the  suddenness  of  the  lightnino;  from  heaven.  Your 
Christian  friend's  manner  of  death  was  perhaps  such  as  to  strike 
you  with  astonishment,  and  fill  you  with  amazing  grief,  and  to 
make  you  to  think  yourself,  for  the  time,  in  a  frightful  dream. 
And  you  thought  of  that  scripture,  "  clouds  and  darkness  are 
round  about  God." 

But  was  there  no  goodness  of  God  in  all  this  ?  Was  there 
no  mercy  in  the  very  anguish  in  which  your  friend  groaned 
and  writhed  on  his  dying  bed ;  or  in  that  other  and  more  start- 
ling manner  of  death  by  which  he  was  suddenly  and  fearfully 
separated  from  you,  that  he  might  be  '-'carried  up  into  heaven?" 
You  tell  us  that  your  departed  friend  was  a  Christian,  a  hopeful 
heir  of  heaven.  Think  a  moment,  then  ;  all  the  suffering  he 
endured  was  only  the  taking  down  of  the  frail  tabernacle  of 
clay.  Disease  and  death  were  only  breaking  up  the  mortal 
tenement  of  the  sanctified  soul,  to  let  it  go  forth  at  liberty  for 
its  upward  flight.  The  spirit  needed  in  some  way  to  be  un- 
bound from  its  fastenings  to  earth,  that  it  might  ascend  to  its 
God.     Could   you  have  devised  better,   the  way  in  which  it 
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should  be  done  ?  The  process  was  necessarily  a  painful  one. 
It  could  not  be  otherwise  than  that 

"  The  pains,  the  groans,  the  dying  strife," 

should  be  such  as  to  "  water  his  couch  with  his  tears,"  if  there  ; 
or  if  suddenly  dying  under  other  circumstances,  to  create  in- 
describable anguish,  and  to  make  him  cry  out,  "  the  arrows  of 
the  Almighty  are  within  me,  the  poison  whereof  doth  drink  up 
my  spirits/'  But  when  the  work  of  disease  and  death  is  finish- 
ed, and  the  release  of  the  soul  is  effected,  and  the  freed  spirit  is 
on  seraph  wings  and  high  up  on  its  bright  way  home  to  its 
God,  rejoicing  that  "  the  bitterness  of  death  is  past,"  and  bless- 
ing the  very  anguish  which  finally  unchained  it  from  the  frail, 
vile  body ;  will  you  say  that  there  has  been  no  mercy  to  the  soul 
of  your  friend,  in  what  God  bade  to  be  thus  done  for  his  release  ? 
Let  us 

4.  Consider  the  text  as  it  suggests,  for  our  consolation,  the 
interest  Vt^hich  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  takes  in  each  member  of 
his  visible  family,  on  earth.  "  Thee," — "the  Master  is  come, 
and  calleth  for  thee."  Think  not,  that  amidst  the  millions  of 
an  ungodly  world,  he  will  ever  forget  one  upon  whom  he  has 
set  his  love  ;  nor  that  among  the  innumerable  multitude  whose 
names  he  has  "  written  in  the  book  of  life,"  there  shall  be  one, 
over  whose  whole  existence,  on  this  side  of  the  grave  and  on 
the  other,  he  will  not  watch,  with  a  vigilance,  care  and  tender- 
ness, such  as  though  that  one  were  alone  the  object  of  his  atten- 
tion. We  mistake  the  power  of  the  Lord's  love  to  his  people, 
and  the  omniscience  and  omnipresence  which  guide  the  doings 
of  his  love  in  dealing  with  them,  if  we  for  a  moment  think  that 
he  will  not  have  enough  of  loving-kindness  to  diffuse  among 
them  all,  and  richly  to  expend  upon  every  one ;  so  that  each 
shall  feel  that  God  his  Redeemer  cares  and  transacts  for  him,  to 
the  utmost  which  his  necessities  can  require.  The  divine  Sa- 
viour, in  whom  your  departed  Christian  friend  believed,  has 
been  keeping  him  as  "  the  apple  of  his  eye,"  regarding  his  soul 
as  a  precious  jewel,  to  be  "  made  up,"  in  "  that  day"  coming  for 
the  completion  of  all  his  care  and  work  of  mercy  and  grace 
begun  here. 


Let  this  thought  be  illustrated,  though  imperfectly,  from  one 
of  the  relationships  of  human  life.  Here  is  the  father  of  a  nu- 
merous family  ;  and  by  some  mysterious  power  of  paternal  affec- 
tion, he  loves  the  last-born  equally  with  the  first,  if  not  more ; 
and  loves  each  of  the  perhaps  numerous  "  olive  plants  around 
his  table,"  as  much  as  he  loved  one,  when  he  had  but  one.  So 
true  is  it  of  the  love  of  Christ  to  his  people.  The  convert  of 
to-day,  as  certainly,  abundantly  and  tenderly  shares  his  love,  as 
did  the  first  on  the  day  of  pentecost;  or  as  did  Enoch,  who 
thousands  of  years  farther  back  in  time  "  walked  with  God." 
Not  a  true  Christian  is  there  upon  earth,  therefore,  retired, 
humble  and  unknown  as  may  be  his  condition  ;  no,  nor  however 
oppressed  with  the  sense  of  un worthiness  and  want  and  guilt 
he  may  be ;  nor  however  sorrowful  his  life,  and  agitated  with 
doubts,  fears,  temptations  and  conflicts  with  sin  in  himself;  who 
may  not  take  to  himself  the  comfort  of  the  assurance,  •'  the 
mighty  God  and  Saviour,  the  glorious  King  of  Zion,  cares  even 
for  me ;  all  unworthy  as  I  am,  he  sets  upon  me  his  eternal 
love !' 

And  this  love  of  Christ  is  at  the  basis  of  that  dispensation 
which  we  so  often  call  dark  and  gloomy,  the  Christian's  death. 
We  hear  the  summons  which  says,  "  the  Master  is  come,  and 
calleth  for  thee  ;"  and  we  begin  to  be  afraid,  and  weep  and 
tremble  as  though  the  love  of  "  the  Master"  had  nothing  to  do 
with  sending  the  summons,  and  as  though  his  words  were  words 
of  displeasure.  But  listen,  and  hear  him  say  to  the  loved  Chris- 
tian, about  to  leave  you,  "  Be  of  good  cheer,  it  is  I,  be  not 
afraid."  The  Lord  Jesus  Christ  never  yet  took  by  the  hand  a 
child  of  his  grace,  to  lead  him  even  down  into  "  the  valley  of 
the  shadow  of  death,"  but  he  did  it  with  the  strong  grasp  of 
love,  and  saying,  "  I  will  hold  thee  by  thy  right  hand,"  "  thou 
art  mine,"  "  fear  not,  I  am  with  thee."  When  therefore,  your 
friend,  as  a  Christian  believer,  took  his  exit  from  the  circle  of 
his  friends,  on  his  way  up  to  his  heavenly  home  ;  he  departed 
under  the  guardianship  of  one  who  was  most  mercifully  deter- 
mined and  pledged  to  keep  him  safely  through  all  the  passage ; 
and  this  because  he  loved  your  friend  even  more  than  did  you 
yourself,  more  than  did  the  tenderest  heart  which  melted  and 
ached  at  the  thought  of  his  departure.  Connect  with  this, 
2 


10 

5,  Another  thought,  suggested  by  the  text,  that  every  child 
of  the  Redeemer's  love  is  provided  for.  Not  an  humble  be- 
liever on  the  Son  of  God  is  there  in  all  the  earth,  for  whom 
there  is  not  prepared  a  mansion  in  our  heavenly  Father's  house, 
and  a  crown  of  righteousness,  and  a  spotless  robe,  and  a  palm 
of  victory,  and  a  golden  harp,  and  a  throne  as  "  a  king  and  a 
priest  unto  God."  The  call  out  of  this  mortal  life,  which  is 
sent  to  the  Christian  believer,  by  the  hand  of  that  fearful  mes- 
senger, death,  is  a  call  to  rise  and  enter  into  the  possession  of 
"the  inheritance  incorruptible,  undefiled,  and  that  fadeth  not 
away,  reserved  in  heaven  for  those  who  are  kept  by  the  power 
of  God,  through  faith  unto  salvation."  Let  us  remember  that 
which  the  divine  Saviour  foretold  he  should  "  say  to  them  on 
his  right  hand,"  in  the  last  day  ;  "  come  ye  blessed  of  my  Father, 
inherit  the  kingdom  prepared  for  you,  from  the  foundation  of 
the  world."  So  certain,  therefore,  as  there  is  "  faith  towards 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,"  in  the  soul  which  is  about  to  wing  its 
way  into  the  scenes  of  eternity,  so  certain  is  it  that  there  is  a 
provision  of  blessedness  for  that  soul  at  "the  right  hand  of  God." 
A  provision  it  is,  too,  which  can  no  more  fail  the  believer,  than 
the  foundations  of  the  eternal  throne  itself  can  give  way.  To 
die,  therefore,  is  to  enter  upon  the  unspeakable  blessedness  of 
heaven.  To  lay  down  the  frail  body  in  the  grave,  is  only  to 
pass  the  last  barrier  between  the  soul  and  its  celestial  bliss. 

One  more  thought ;  under  the  process  of  death,  every  believer 
is  safe, — perfectly,  delightfully  safe.  When  "  the  Master"  has 
called  to  a  child  of  his  love,  saying,  "  come  up  hither  ;"  he  will 
guard  the  passage  of  the  immortal  spirit,  till  it  has  safely  arrived 
in  his  presence.  Dark  indeed,  looks  the  gateway  of  death,  to 
us  who  look  on,  while  our  Christian  friend  enters  it.  But, 
blessed  be  God  our  Redeemer,  who  has  himself  led  the  way 
through  it,  for  his  beloved  people, — it  is  safe.  Never  yet  has 
stumbled  and  fallen,  one  who  has  assayed  to  go  through  that 
passage,  in  "  the  faith  of  Jesus."  Said  Christ,  of  his  true  and 
preserved  followers,  whom  he  left  in  this  world,  and  commended 
to  his  Father's  keeping  ;  "  and  none  of  them  is  lost."  This 
declaration  may  be  taken  as  though  heard  also,  from  the 
other  side  of  the  gates  of  death  and  the  grave  ;  and  informing  us 
who  still  linger  here,  of  the  perfect  safety  of  every  saint's  ac- 
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complished  departure  out  of  life.  Blessed  assurance ;  "  and 
none  of  them  is  lost:'  The  beloved  Christian  who  left  us,  under 
the  guardianship  of  Him  who  took  away  the  sting  of  death  and 
spoiled  the  victory  of  the  grave,  has  passed  safely  to  "the  world 
of  light."  And  when,  on  the  day  of  the  assembling  of  the  re- 
deemed at  the  right  hand  of  Christ,  all  shall  be  ready  for  the 
welcome  of  the  saints ;  it  will  be  seen  true,  though  spoken  of 
"a  multitude  whom  no  man  can  number,"'  "and  none  of  thein 
is  lost;"  "  that  the  saying  might  be  fulfilled,  which  He  spake; 
of  them  which  thou  gavest  me  have  I  lost  none." 

While,  therefore,  the  dying  Christian  approaches  the  gates  of 
death,  he  can  stay  up  his  spirit  with  such  thoughts  as  these  : 

"  But  why,  affrighted,  pause  ; 

And  why  this  rising  fear  ? 
If  angels  guard  the  gates  of  death, 

No  danger  can  be  near. 

Forsaken  can  I  be, 

If  Jesus  is  my  friend  ? 
If  he  has  brought  me  safe  thus  far, 

He'll  save  me  at  the  end." 

Yes,  oh  mourner  for  a  saint  departed !  precious  and  glorious 
is  the  truth,  that  although  he  was,  for  a  moment,  surrounded 
with  ail  the  terrors  of  death,  and  was  passing  on  amidst  the 
deep  gloom  which  always  darkens  the  grave ;  still,  He  who 
loved  him  "  to  the  end,"  kept  him  ;  made  the  departure  of  the 
dear  spirit  safe  as  even  that  of  Enoch,  who  was  "  translated 
that  he  should  not  see  death  ;"  safe  as  was  that  of  Elijah,  who 
by  a  chariot  of  fire  made  his  journey  to  the  skies.  No  matter 
what  were  the  circumstances  of  the  death,  nor  what  the  fearful- 
ness  of  the  passage  of  the  departing  believer  ;  the  arrival  was 
certain,  at  the  gates  of  glory  ;  and  while  you  weep,  the  soul  re- 
joices in  the  presence  of  God  our  Redeemer. 

Such  are  some  of  the  reflections  suggested  by  the  application 
of  the  text  to  that  event,  so  often  occurring,  the  "  departure  of 
friend  after  friend,"  in  the  hope  of  the  gospel,  "  to  be  with 
Christ."  Let  them  be  for  our  instruction,  comfort,  quickening, 
and  the  promotion  of  the  spirit  of  sweet  submission,  whenever, 
in  the  providence  of  God,  called  to  resign  our  Christian  friends 
to  Him  who  gave  them. 
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From  the  line  of  reflection  on  which  you  have  been  led  thus 
far,  in  this  discourse,  you  will  doubtless  infer  that  the  subject  is 
regarded  as  being  appropriate  to  the  departure  of  that  beloved 
daughter  and  sister,  of  my  family  ;  in  whose  death  you  as  the 
people  of  my  pastoral  charge  have  so  tenderly  and  deeply  sym- 
pathized with  me  and  mine,  while  passing  through  the  funeral 
scenes  of  the  last  week.  We  do  indeed  hope, — sweetly,  firmly 
hope, — that  her  death,  which  has  so  suddenly  filled  us  with 
amazement  and  grief,  was  but  the  merciful  summons,  in  behalf 
of  her  Saviour,  "  the  Master  is  come  and  calleth  for  thee  ;"  and 
that  what  we  mourn  as  her  death,  was  only  the  upward  flight 
of  her  ransomed  and  released  spirit,  to  enter  upon  the  bliss 
which  Christ  has  prepared  for  all  who  love  him. 

It  is  perhaps  proper  to  speak,  briefly,  of  the  reasons  upon 
which  her  friends,  found  such  hopes  concerning  her.  In  doing 
this,  I  will  endeavour  to  keep  in  mind,  that  the  affection  of  a 
father  is  liable  to  sway  his  judgment,  on  a  subject  made  so 
tender,  both  by  relationship  and  the  affecting  circumstances  of 
her  death.  I  will  confine  myself,  principally,  to  the  statement 
of  facts  which  have  appeared  in  her  life,  experience  and  deport- 
ment, as  a  Christian,  justifying  such  hope.  And  this  I  wish  to 
do,  not  alone  that  I  may  show  some  of  the  grounds  of  our  con- 
solation ;  but  also  that  you  may  join  with  us,  to  praise  and  glo- 
rify the  grace  of  God,  by  which,  as  we  believe,  she  was  all 
which  we  have  loved  in  her  as  a  Christian. 

Her  Christian  life,  as  a  subject  of  renewing  grace,  commenced 
some  time  in  the  year  1840,  when  she  was  in  the  thirteenth 
year  of  her  age.  Her  public  profession  of  her  faith  in  Christ 
Jesus,  was  made,  in  uniting  with  the  1st  Congregational  Church 
in  Bennington,  Vermont,  in  January  1843. 

As  time  passed  on,  following  the  commencement  of  her  hope, 
and  her  profession  of  religion ;  her  confidence  in  herself  as  a 
Christian,  was  sometimes  comfortable ;  but  from  her  habits  of 
self-diffidence,  was  at  other  times  weakened  and  disturbed. 
Especially  was  this  the  case  when  she  looked  into  her  own 
heart,  and  put  her  evidences  of  grace  to  the  close  and  severe 
tests  she  was  so  much  accustomed  to  employ.  For  she  was  one 
of  the  most  conscientious  and  severe  self-examiners,  with  whom 
I  have  been  acquainted,  in  all  my  professional  life.     But  how- 
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ever  much  she  distrusted  herself,  the  confidence  of  her  friends, 
in  her  being  a  true  disciple  of  Christ,  was  strong,  very  far  be- 
yond her  own,  while  she  lived  ;  and  it  comforts  them  concern- 
ing her,  now  that  she  is  gone  hence,  "  to  be  here  no  more." 

Some  of  the  primary  evidences  of  a  renewed  heart,  which  ap- 
peared in  her,  should  be  mentioned.  She  had  a  very  deep  and 
tender  sensibility  to  sin  in  herself,  and  as  viewed  in  the  light  of 
the  spiritual  and  holy  law  of  God.  So  much  was  this  her  ex- 
perience ;  so  much  did  she  seem  to  be  occupied  with  sin  in  her- 
self as  to  be  deplored,  hated  and  striven  against ;  that  she  was 
often  in  danger  of  hindering  her  own  perception  and  enjovment 
of  the  evidences  of  grace  apparent  in  her  heart  and  life.  With 
this  was  joined  a  tender  and  conscientious  shrinking  from  every 
thing  which  was  inconsistent  with  Christian  frames,  disposi- 
tions, feelings  and  deportment.  And  to  such  a  degree  was  this 
true  of  her,  that  she  often  accused  and  reproached  herself,  when 
her  friends  around  her  had  noticed  nothing  to  reprove. 

With  these  habits,  however,  of  judging  of  herself,  and  dealing 
with  her  own  heart,  there  was  a  full  and  delighted  reliance  on 
Christ  Jesus,  as  her  chosen  and  only  righteousness,  and  as  the 
way  of  her  peace  and  acceptance  with  God.  Christ,  in  his  di- 
vine character,  and  in  his  offices  as  a  Mediator  between  God 
and  herself  as  a  sinner,  seemed  much  to  occupy  her  mind  and 
cheer  her  hopes.  Often  did  she  seat  herself  at  her  Piano-forte, 
and  sing,  in  a  favorite  air,  that  delightful  H^^mn  of  Cowper  ; 
beginning 

''  How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 
In  the  believer's  ear." 

Often  also  did  she  sing,  apparently  from  the  same  motives, 
and  in  the  exercise  of  the  same  spiritual  taste,  that  Hymn,  to 
which  is  set  one  of  the  rich  compositions  of  Lockhart : 

"  Saviour  I   and  can  it  be 

That  Thou  wilt  dwell  witli  me  .'"'ice* 

Her  selections  of  hymns,  in  her  turn,  to  be  sung  at  the 
evening  devotions  of  the  family,  often  indicated,  in  like  manner, 

•  Lock  Hospital  Collection,  p.  80. 
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the  direction  of  her  thoughts,  and  her  aspirations  to  the  Sav- 
iour as  the  Friend  of  the  sinner,  the  righteousness  and  the  hope 
and  the  joy  of  the  contrite  in  spirit. 

She  cultivated  a  deep  and  habitual  reverence  towards  God  ; 
contemplated  much  on  his  character ;  and  seemed  to  see  and 
understand  the  divine  attributes,  as  they  render  God  "  glorious 
in  holiness,  fearful  in  praises,  doing  wonders  ;"  while  also  sol- 
emnly impressed  with  the  mysteriousness  of  their  operations  in 
the  events  and  permissions  of  Providence.     With  these  senti- 
ments and  feelings  was  joined  a  submission  of  herself  to  the 
divine  will,  so  steady  and  habitual,  that  nothing  seemed  to  shake 
it.     This  submission  was  manifested  in  a  very  affecting  and 
impressive  manner,  at  a  particular  time  in  the  year  1846,  when 
she  was  afflicted  with  mental  disease.     Her  malady  at  that  pe- 
riod, took  the  cast  of  despair  of  her  own  future  happiness  :  and 
this,  in  some  moments,  drew  from  her  expressions  of  her  appre- 
hensions of  future  woe,  and  descriptive  of  painful  conceptions 
to  which  it  was  most  thrilling  and  affecting  to  listen.     But, 
amidst  the  distressing  agitations  of  her  feelings,  with  the  imagin- 
ed but  terrible  idea  that  she  was  to  be  a  lost  soul,  for  ever  ;  not 
an  expression  ever  escaped  her  lips,  indicating  feelings  of  insub- 
mission  to  the  justice  of  God  in  the  final  punishment  of  sin. 
Full  of  anguish  as  she  was,  at  the  apprehension  of  coming  woe, 
she  seemed  patiently  to  lay  herself  down  under  the  crushing 
load  of  her  fears,  with  the  conclusions,  "  righteous  art  thou,  O 
Lord !"  "  be  still,  my  soul,  and  know  that  he  is  God  !" 

In  the  union  of  Christian  patience  with  such  submission,  un- 
der the  afflictions  in  which  she  shared  with  her  family,  and 
some  which  attended  herself  peculiarly  ;  she  was  an  instructive 
and  lovely  example,  from  the  commencement  of  her  Christian 
life.  She  "  behaved  and  quieted  herself,  as  a  child  weaned  of 
his  mother." 

She  loved  her  Bible,  with  more  than  ordinary  affection  ;  and 
is  believed  to  have  read  it  beyond  all  other  books,  from  a  spir- 
itual relish  for  its  instructions.  On  the  title  page  of  the  one 
which  she  has  been  accustomed,  for  several  years,  to  read,  for 
the  purpose  of  daily  devotion — and  under  the  words  "  Holy 
Bible,"  appears  pencilled,  in  her  hand- writing,  the  line,  "  Pre- 
cious treasure,  thou  art  mine  !"     And  her  habits  of  reading  the 
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Scriptures  indicated  how  steadily  slie   depended   upon   their 
instructions,  as  the  means  for  her  spiritual  comfort  and  growth 

in  grace. 

In  this  connexion  should  be  noticed  a  class  of  indications  of 
her  religious  exercises,  which  it  has  been  comfortincr  and  in- 
structive  to  her  bereaved  friends  to  contemplate,  since  her  death. 
Glancing  along,  from  page  to  page,  of  her  Bible,  appear  her 
pencil  marks  of  hundreds  of  passages  ;  made,  evidently,  accord- 
ing to  the  degree  of  interest  and  force  with  which  they  had  met 
her  own  mind;  some  with  one  marginal  line,  some  with  two; 
and  some  additionally  underscored,  as  though  especially  em- 
phatic, to  her  feelings.  Her  devotional  reading  of  her  Bible 
seems  to  have  been  attended  with  the  responses  of  a  heart  which 
said,  "  Thy  words  were  found  and  I  did  eat  them ;  and  thy 
word  v/as  unto  me  the  joy  and  the  rejoicing  of  my  heart."  Nor 
did  she  apparently  fix  upon  one  class  of  passages  alone,  as  awa- 
kening her  devout  responses  ;  but  others  of  various  import,  and 
of  varied  adaptedness  to  affect  the  heart  and  the  conscience. 
Here  she  has  marked  a  "  great  and  precious  promise  ;"  there,  a 
solemn  and  searching  precept ;  here,  a  description  of  a  glorious 
attribute  of  God,  and  there  some  delineation  of  human  sinful- 
ness, to  be  deplored  and  repented.  Sometimes  she  has  marked 
a  solemn  warning,  or  a  fearful  rebuke,  of  the  word,  as  though 
taking  it  to  herself;  and  at  others  appears  to  have  drank  sweetly 
into  thecomfortinsj  and  animatino;  delineations  of  divine  truth, 
as  they  awaken  the  hopes  of  the  pious  heart,  and  justify  the  anti- 
cipations of  future  bliss.  In  various  instances  are  marked 
passages  which  seem  to  have  had  pecuHar  meaning  and  force 
to  her  mind,  as  thev  described  and  touched  a  heart  "  knowing 
its  own  bitterness,"  and  oppressed  with  "  affliction  and  sorrow  ;" 
and  then  again,  in  other  instances,  texts  which  she  appears  to 
have  regarded  as  pointing  her  to  the  "strong  consolations"'  of 
God,  for  the  afllicted.  In  short,  she  appears  to  have  lived  much 
upon  "  the  good  word  of  God,"  for  the  purposes  of  spiritual  nur- 
ture and  growth,  and  for  comfort  to  the  soul ;  and  to  have  en- 
tered into  the  meaning  of  that  endorsement  of  its  title;  to  which 
allusion  has  been  made. 

One  of  the  many  texts  marked  with  double  emphasis,  in  her 
Bible,  was  that  where  it  is  written  ;  "  Now  if  any  man  have 
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not  the  Spirit  of  Christ,  he  is  none  of  his."  And  in  this  connex- 
ion should  be  noticed  her  jealousy  of  herself,  as  respected  all 
her  frames  of  temper  and  disposition  ;  the  stern  and  heavy  hand 
with  which  she  seemed  ever  bent  on  "  ruling  her  own  spirit ;" 
and  the  conscientious  assiduity  with  which  she  cultivated  "  the 
fruits  of  the  Spirit."  That  passage  appears  marked,  in  her 
Bible,  as  of  particular  interest  to  her,  "  But  the  fruit  of  the 
Spirit  is  love,  joy,  peace,  long-suffering,  gentleness,  goodness, 
faith,  meekness,  temperance."  Springing  from  this,  seems  to 
have  come  her  great  caution  and  sensibility  on  the  manner  of 
speaking  of  the  faults  and  frailties  of  others.  She  was  an  exam- 
ple to  all  around  her,  for  imitation  in  her  habits  of  kind  and 
charitable  treatment  of  others.  The  benevolence  of  her  own 
heart  seemed  to  plead  for  kindness  in  those  around  her,  toward 
all. 

Her  solicitude  was  deep  and  habitual,  not  to  dishonor  her 
Christian  profession.  She  recoiled  at  the  thought  of  giving  oc- 
casion to  those  not  Christians,  to  ask,  'are  you  a  professor  of 
religion  ?' 

The  graces  of  Christian  patience  and  meekness,  were  de- 
lightfully exemplified  in  her ;  as  exercised  particularly  towards 
frailties  and  faults  of  others  which  brought  trials  of  teeling  to 
herself.  She  seemed  determined,  in  her  intercourse  with  oth- 
ers, to  bear  any  thing  rather  than  to  sin,  in  these  points.  "  The 
meekness  and  gentleness  of  Christ,"  seemed  to  be  her  study, 
and  to  hold  a  sweet  sway  over  her  own  spirit.  Joined  with 
these,  appeared  a  self-sacrificing  spirit ;  in  which  she  seemed 
ready  to  do,  and  if  needful,  to  suffer,  any  thing,  for  others,  if  it 
could  be  for  their  good. 

Shall  her  father  be  forgiven,  for  saying  of  her,  as  a  daughter 
and  a  sister,  in  the  family  home,  that  she  was  all  which  she 
could  be  rendered,  in  her  habits,  by  the  tender  affections  of  a 
deep  and  generous  heart ;  by  conscientiousness  in  all  the  duties 
of  home,  and  a  love  for  home  which  made  her  to  shrink,  from  the 
thought  of  leaving  it,  as  the  time  of  her  expected  removal  to 
new  scenes  and  duties  approached ;  discretion,  also,  which  sel- 
dom erred  ;  considerateness  of  the  feelings,  comfort,  happiness 
of  all  around  her ;  a  sympathy  with  the  afflicted,  which  knew  no 
bounds,  especially  those  who  suffered, — as  she  had  suffered, — the 
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sorrows  of  the  mind ;  and  finally,  that  she  exemplified  the  reli- 
gion of  Christ,  as  fitting  her  for  all  the  duties  and  kind  recipro- 
cities of  domestic  and  social  life. 

She  came  forth  from  the  deep  mental  affliction  which  she 
suffered,  three  years  since,  with  both  her  character  and  her  joys 
refined  and  brightened.  When,  after  a  series  of  a  few  months 
residence  at  the  Retreat,  in  Hartford,  she  returned  to  her  be- 
loved home,  she  made  all  around  her  happy,  by  her  own  happy 
feelings,  as  having  been  so  mercifully  restored  to  mental  health. 
She  brought  with  her  a  heart  full  of  gratitude  to  her  heavenly 
Father ;  and  with  tender  and  thankful  recollections  of  her  phy- 
sician, and  of  all  associated  with  him,  who  had  so  assiduously 
labored  for  her  restoration  to  health,  and  given  her  such  a  place 
in  their  kind  regards.  She  returned  to  her  home  having  also 
formed  acquaintance  with  the  sorrows  of  other  minds  ;  and  with 
attachments  to  her  female  associates  in  the  Retreat,  who  had 
experienced  like  mercies  with  her  own  ;  and  which  knew  no 
change  but  by  increase,  to  the  close  of  her  own  life.  One  of 
her  last  and  tenderest  letters  was  written  to  one  who  had  been 
a  beloved  and  lovely  companion  in  her  sorrows. 
.  It  was  not  to  be  expected,  however,  that  one  who  had  such  a 
cast  of  mind,  and  such  a  delicacy  of  temperament  and  character 
as  hers,  and  who  had  passed  through  such  intense  mental  suf- 
ferings, should  live  entirely  free  from  apprehensions,  lest  she 
should  again  see  the  days  of  the  failure  of  reason,  and  the  ex- 
perience of  sorrows  such  as  had  before  overwhelmed  her.  This, 
while  it  occasionally  ailected  her  spirits,  only  awakened  to  more 
tender  sympathy  the  feelings  of  her  friends  and  acquaintance ; 
and  bound  her  the  more  closely  to  their  affections.  This,  to- 
gether with  other  sorrows,  in  which  she  had  for  several  years 
deeply  participated  with  her  family,  imparted  to  her  spirits  a 
susceptibility  to  apprehensions  respecting  future  years,  making 
her  sometimes  to  shrink  from  looking  forward.  And  yet,  her 
feelings  did  not  appear  to  take  the  form  of  distrust  of  Provi- 
dence ;  nor  of  insubmission  to  the  divine  allotments.  These 
apprehensions  seem  to  have  been  some  of  the  means,  employed 
by  her  heavenly  Father,  by  which  he  was  completing  his  wise 
and  merciful  process  for  refining  and  purifying  her,  preparatory 
to  her  transfer  to  that  holy  world,  where  shall  be  no  sorrows, 
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no  diseases  of  the  mind,  no  aching  heads,  nor  throbbing  hearts ; 
but  immortal  health,  peace,  rest,  purity  and  bliss. 

Two  short  extracts  from  letters  written  not  many  months  be- 
fore her  death,  indicate  the  tastes  and  tendencies  of  her  mind, 
as  respects  the  value  of  the  enjoyments  of  this  life,  compared 
with  those  which  are  spiritual,  and  which  lie  beyond  the  grave. 
In  one  of  them  she  says  : 

"  The  riches  that  lie  deep  in  the  hearts  of  faithful  friends,  and 
the  ever-living  love  of  the  Saviour,  will  not  '  take  to  themselves 
wings.'     May  I  never  seek  for  any  thing  less  pure  and  noble." 

The  other  extract  is  thus  mentioned,  since  her  death,  by  one 
of  her  attached  friends,  formerly  of  the  Northampton  school.* 

"  Dear  E's  last  letter  lies  before  me  ;  how  little  I  thought, 
when  I  received  it,  that  it  was  indeed  the  last.  In  it  she  speaks 
of  this  her  old  home,  and  the  days  of  childhood,  so  '  sunny  ;'  and 
then  says,  in  her  own  sweet  way  ;  •  Shall  we  not  look  away  from 
tne  mourning  brook,  and  the  withering  leaves  ;  and  forgetting 
the  cold  Autumn  wind,  dream  of  a  better  home, 

'  Beyond  the  clouds,  beyond  the  tomb.' 

The  dearest,  truest  friends  cannot  make  heaven  of  this  weary 
world  ;  for  sin  still  lives  ;  and  sorrow  will  whisper  to  \xi\,  '  this 
is  not  your  rest.'" 

The  trials  of  an  affectionate  daughter,  in  the  separation  of 
her  mother  from  her  family  home,  by  incurable  mental  disease, 
were  deeply  felt  by  her.-  Though  very  happy  in  the  affections 
of  the  remaining  members  of  the  family  ;  yet,  to  live  year  after 
year  without  a  mother's  society,  counsels,  sympathies  and  love  ; 
and  to  know  that  that  mother  would  probably  never  return,  to 
cheer  her  earthly  home,  seemed  to  weigh  upon  her  heart :  at 
the  same  time  that  she  submitted  all  to  the  will  of  her  heavenly 
Father.  Her  feelings  upon  this  point  are  illustrated  by  an  ex- 
tract from  a  letter  written  to  a  young  lady,  formerly  a  school 
acquaintance,  after  a  visit  to  her,  in  last  autumn.  "  Mary,  you 
may  more  than  dream  of  a  mother's  love  ;  you  may  live  in  its 
sun-light ;  and  be  bathed  in  the  sweet  and  healing  fountain  of 
tenderness  ;  and  perhaps  forget  life's  little  troubles  there.     Shall 

*  Residing  in  what  she  used  to  call,  her  "  Green  Mountain  Home." 
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you  think  me  murmuring,  because  I  speak  thus  ?  I  know  I 
must  not ;  but  oh!  that  I  might  live  so  profiting  by  life's  les- 
sons, that  when  it  is  past,  my  mother,  with  harp  no  longer 
'  hung  upon  the  willows,'  and  I  too,  shall  join  in  one  grateful 
song  of  love  and  purity  before  our  Father's  throne.  Even  now 
should  I  be  thankful  for  such  a  father  as  I  have  ;  and  for  the 
tender  love  of  my  brothers  and  sisters ;  and  leave  my  mother, 
with  trustful  love,  in  the  hands  of  Him  who  '  doeth  all  things 
well.'  " 

That  the  feelings  of  the  daughter  were  in  tender  and  habit- 
ual exercise  in  her  heart,  may  be  also  inferred  from  another  and 
earlier  extract,  to  her  father,  while  she  was  residing  abroad  at 
the  school  before  mentioned.  "  A  few  nights  since,  dearest 
father,  I  dreamed  of  Mother  as  at  home,  apparently  as  in  health  ; 
and  of  receiving  from  her  a  soft,  sweet  kiss  ;  a  '  Mother's  kiss." 
I  cannot  tell  you  what  an  impression  it  made  upon  my  mind, 
when  I  awoke,  and  during  the  whole  day.  I  think  it  is  the  first 
time  I  ever  dreamed  of  dear  mother  as  in  health," 

Still  another  extract  from  a  letter  to  a  female  relative,  whom 
she  had  visited,  a  year  since,  gives  evidence  of  the  gratitude 
with  which  she  welcomed  and  remembered  any  attentions 
which  appeared  like  maternal  tenderness.  "  Do  you  remember, 
my  dear  cousin,  how  you  came  to  my  room,  with  a  warm  flan- 
nel for  my  cold  feet ;  and  kissed  me  with  a  kind  good  night? 
I  did  not  tell  you,  perhaps,  how  my  heart  thanked  you  for  it '. 
but  let  me  assure  you,  that  if  other  young  ladies  feel  as  I  do, 
such  little  motherly  kindnesses  come  very  soothingly,  to  tell 
what  others,  not  bereft  like  myself,  may  enjoy.  Truly,  they 
may  tell  the  heart  of  a  motherless  girl,  that  she  knows  not  often 
such  pleasure  ;  but  will  not  that  only  make  the  comtbrting 
kindnesses  more  welcome." 

Ye  daughters,  who  are  permitted,  in  the  kind  Providence  of 
your  heavenly  Father,  to  enjoy  the  society  of  your  mothers,  at 
home,  in  health, — especially  in  the  sweets  of  mental  health  and 
cheerfulness, — and  to  experience,  from  day  to  day,  the  tokens 
of  their  affection  ;  and  in  the  bright  morning  of  life  to  enjoy 
their  society,  their  maternal  devisings  for  your  happiness,  their 
smiles,  and  above  all  their  prayers  ;  the  thoughts  of  this  "  moth- 
erless girl,"  as  she  styled  herself,  will  not  have  been  brought  be- 
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fore  your  minds  in  vain,  if  they  shall  lead  you  to  prize,  more 
than  ever,  your  filial  privileges  ;  and  to  remember  and  pray  for 
those  from  whom  the  mysterious  Providence  of  God  has  remo- 
ved their  mothers,  dear  as  your  own 

In  proof  that  her  affections  were  fixed  in  like  tenderness  upon 
both  her  parents  ;  it  is  the  privilege  of  her  father  to  refer  to 
her  fai'ewell  note  to  him,  on  the  morning  of  that  day  when  she 
passed  from  this  world  of  sorrow.  Even  after  her  reason  had 
lost  its  throne,  she  pencilled  an  expression  of  her  aflfection  as  a 
daughter,  which  will  live  in  his  memory,  till  the  interchanges  of 
the  affections  of  heaven  shall  have  taken  the  place  of  the  sweet- 
est which  can  be  enjoyed  m  this  mortal  life. 

The  friends,  who  sympathise  with  us,  in  these  days  of  our 
mourning,  will  perceive,  that  while  my  beloved,  departed  daugh- 
ter, tasted  some  of  the  joys  of  this  life  ;  still,  hers  has  been  pe- 
culiarly a  life  passed  under  the  discipline  which  a  wise  Provi- 
dence often  employs  with  Christians,  in  this  mortal  state.  But 
we  comfort  ourselves  in  the  thought,  that  she  received  and  en- 
dured, as  a  child,  the  chastening  of  her  heavenly  Father.  Of 
him  she  seemed  mindful  that  "  whom  the  Lord  loveth  he 
chasteneth."  If  we  have  not  been  under  mistake  respecting  its 
effect  upon  her,  as  seen  in  past  years,  and  as  now  reviewed  in 
connexion  with  her  affecting  removal;  her  afflictions  wrought 
in  her  "  the  peaceable  fruits  of  righteousness." 

If  we  judge  aright,  on  this  latter  point,  the  process  of  her 
training  for  heaven,  which  has  been  wisely  carried  forward  by 
her  heavenly  Father,  is  completed.  Her  sorrows  are  ended,  for- 
ever !  In  the  beautiful  language  of  one  whom  she  admired,  and 
with  whose  refinement  of  taste  and  views  of  life  aindits  sorrows 
she  deeply  sympathized ;  we  may  now  say  of  her, 

"  Thou  art  gone  home, — gone  home  ! 
*  *  Thou  hast  no  tear 

Again  to  shed ; 
Never  to  fold  the  robe  o'er  secret  pain  : 
Never,  weighed  down  by  Memory's  clouds,  again 
To  bow  thy  head. 
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By  the  bright  waters,*  now,  thy  lot  is  cast ;  — 
Joy  for  thee,  happy  friend  !  Thy  bark  hath  past 

The  rough  sea's  foam  ! 
Now,  the  long  yearnings  of  thy  soul  are  stilled ; 
Home  I  home  !  thy  peace  is  won,  thy  heart  is  filled  ; 

Thou  art  gone  home  !"t 

But  it  becomes  me  not  to  forget  that  I  stand  before  you  to- 
day, as  a  Christian  minister,  as  well  as  a  father.  And  you  will 
indulge  me,  friends  of  this  Church  and  Congregation,  in  the 
utterance  of  a  few  thoughts,  in  this  capacity. 

You  perceive  that  ministers  are  afflicted  like  other  men. 
The  rod  of  divine  chastisement  sometimes  falls  upon  him  who 
occupies  a  pulpit,  as  well  as  upon  those  who  sit  before  it,  under 
his  ministrations.  The  "  ambassador  for  Christ"  is  often  "  a 
man  of  sorrows,"  as  was  his  Master ;  though  in  the  degree  of 
suffering,  immeasurably  less.  If  you  have  ever  thought  minis- 
ters to  be  exempt  from  affliction,  you  probably  do  not  think  thus 
now.  But  all  this  is  right ; — a  minister  shall  declare  it  to  you, 
it  is  all  right !  "  As  for  God,  his  way  is  perfect ;"  who  shall 
dispute  this  ?  May  He  keep  this  heart  right,  and  all  the  oth- 
ers which  he  has  smitten,  in  this  afflictive  event ;  and  keep  us 
ready  ever  to  testify  to  his  perfect  rectitude,  his  "  holiness  in 
all  his  ways."  When,  on  the  last  Sabbath,  as  the  closing  one  of 
the  year,  you  were  addressed  from  this  pulpit  on  that  text,  "  for 
the  fashion  of  this  world  passeth  away,"  as  teaching  us  of  the 
changes  of  this  mortal  life  ;  little  thought  you  and  I,  that  even 
the  few  then  remaining  hours  of  the  old  year  were  sufficient  to 
bring  such  a  change  in  the  home  of  my  beloved  family,  as  we 
have  since  seen.  And  when  our  young  brother  in  the  ministry, 
providentially  with  us,  also  addressed  us  in  the  afternoon,  on 
the  text ;  "  But  we  know  that  when  he  (Christ)  shall  appear, 
we  shall  be  like  him,  for  we  shall  see  him  as  he  is ;"  who  of  us 
thought  that  the  delightful  meaning  of  that  scripture  was  so 
soon  to  be  realized,  in  blissful  experience  by  one  of  us  ;  and  as 
we  now  hope  it  has  been,  by  her.  In  that  heavenly  piece  of 
truth,  she  was  listening  to  the  last  sermon  she  was  to  hear,  before 
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she  should  go  up  to  "  her  mansion  near  the  throne."  1  am 
ready  to  chide  myself,  now,  that  I  have  spoken  to  you  of  this 
startling  change  as  a  heavy  affliction;  for  so  much  of  the 
svi^eetness  of  hope  has  come  to  attend  it,  and  so  much  also  of 
the  consciousness  of  the  presence  of  that  Saviour  who  loved  her 
and  has  taken  her  to  himself;  that  the  anguish  of  the  bereave- 
ment is  even  now  beginning  to  be  alleviated.  In  days  past  1 
have  preached  to  you  the  duty  of  submission  to  the  dispensa- 
tions of  Providence.  May  I  be  delivered  from  that  ingratitude 
which  would  now  complain  of  our  heavenly  Father's  dealings, 
when  so  paternally  merciful  and  wise,  as  well  as  divinely  just 
and  holy. 

The  question  is  suggested,  by  the  afflictive  providences  of 
God  towards  ministers  ;  Shall  a  minister,  even  in  the  day  of 
heavy  sorrow,  sink  under  discouragement,  and  say  "  all  these 
things  are  against  me  ;"  "  I  shall  no  more  see  good  ?"  No.  The 
great  enemy  of  the  minister's  Lord  and  of  himself  may  join  in 
with  an  affliction,  and  tempt  him,  in  insubmission  to  say,  "  I 
will  go  down  to  the  grave — mourning."  But  of  this  device, 
the  minister,  and  every  Christian  to  whom  he  preaches  should 
beware.  On  this  point  of  trial,  I  speak  from  a  little  experience. 
While  standing  near  the  "  watery  grave"  of  my  beloved  daugh- 
ter, on  that  dreadful  morning ;  the  thought  was  presented  to 
my  mind,  "  This  will  finish  you :  God's  hand  is  crushing  you, 
with  one  stroke  upon  another ;  your  preaching  will  soon  be 
over ;  and  you  will  go  to  the  grave  yourself."  The  thought 
was  distress  added  to  agony  ;  and  not  then  thinking  whence  it 
might  have  come,  I  knew  not  but  it  was  to  be  even  so.  But  I 
am  relieved,  in  the  belief  that  that  suggestion  was  not  from  the 
merciful  Spirit  of  the  Lord  ;  for  it  contradicts  and  belies  all  his 
teachings  to  the  afflicted,  given  in  the  blessed  "  word  of  his 
grace."  And,  with  somewhat  of  comfort,  hope  and  confidence, 
I  will  say,  here,  to-day,  "  I  shall  not  die ;  but  live,  and  declare 
the  works  of  the  Lord,"  If  God  will  receive  your  prayers  and 
mine,  T  think  that  it  cannot  be  the  effect  of  this  dispensation  to 
unnerve  me  for  my  work  as  a  minister  of  Christ  among  you. 
On  the  other  hand,  may  He  whose  paternal  hand  has  smitten, 
through  this  stroke,  make  me  a  better  minister,  more  humble, 
more  dependent  in  spirit  upon  him  who  gives  strength  ;  more 
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faithful  to  you,  to  souls   around  us,  yet  to  be  won  to  Christ ; 
and  more  devoted  to  the  kingdom  of  God  in  this  world. 

Let  a  few  words  be  spoken  to  those  in  this  assembly,  who 
may  be  conscious  to  themselves  that  they  have  never  become 
prepared,  by  the  religion  of  Christ,  to  sustain  the  afflictions  of 
this  life.  I  would  confirm  all  your  own  solemn  convictions  on 
this  point,  friends,  by  assuring  you,  that  it  is  gloomy  and  dread- 
ful, to  have  no  God  to  whom  to  go,  in  the  day  of  adversity. 
Take  away  from  me  the  Bible,  in  such  a  day  as  this  ;  and  tell 
me  that  there  is  no  God,  "  holy  in  all  his  ways,  just  in  all  his 
judgments,  and  merciful  as  providing  a  refuge  in  time  of 
trouble ;"  tell  me  that  the  religion  of  Christ  is  a  fable ;  that 
there  is  no  such  thing  as  "  the  hope  of  the  gospel  ;"  that  Christ 
is  not  an  almighty  Saviour  and  atoning  High  Priest ;  that  "  the 
resurrection  of  the  just"  is  a  fiction  ;  and  heaven  nothing  but 
a  dream ;  that  the  grave  will  forever  hold  the  precious  dust 
which  it  has  received ;  and  that  the  beloved,  departed  spirit  of 
her  whose  mortal  remains  lie  buried  there,  has  forever  ceased 
to  be ; — and  if  I  believe  you,  I  receive  to  my  heart  sentiments 
which  will  chill  it, — freeze  it ;  and  make  "  my  soul  choose 
strangling,  and  death  rather  than  my  life.^'  No  :  I  would  speak 
to  you  on  behalf  of  God,  and  of  the  Bible,  and  of  all  the  glorious 
truths  therein  revealed  for  our  faith  and  hope  :  and  in  behalf  of 
that  blessed  religion  which  the  Bible  teaches,  and  in  which  the 
Spirit  of  Grace  renews  the  soul,  and  gives  hope  of  eternal  life. 
Ye,  who  yet  live  without  the  Christian  hope,  and  perhaps  are 
skeptical  on  the  whole  subject  of  the  religion  of  the  gospel ; 
hear  me,  on  behalf  of  Him  whose  gospel  is  as  rich  in  its  conso- 
lations, as  it  is  bright  in  its  heavenly  hopes ; — would  you  learn 
what  is  true  peace,  under  the  ordinary  trials  of  this  life  ;  and 
much  more,  would  you  have  a  refuge  unfailing,  when  the  severe 
and  more  heavy  afflictions  of  "  this  present  time"  press  you,  and 
threaten  to  crush  you ;  then  you  must  seek  such  peace  and 
such  a  refuge,  in  the  religion  of  the  gospel  of  Christ ;  in  that 
reconciliation  with  God  which  is  through  faith  in  the  blood  of 
Jesus  ;  and  in  that  welcoming  of  the  blessed  Spirit  of  grace  to 
your  heart,  in  which  you  will  begin  to  learn  the  worth  of  "  the 
hope  of  the  gospel." 
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To  you,  Christian  friends,  who  have  sympathized  with  me 
and  mine,  in  the  days  of  our  grief,  I  will  say,  respecting  the 
afflictions  of  all  who  are  the  people  of  God,  in  this  world  ;  that 
God  is  to  be  thanked  for  every  sorrow,  however  deep  and  over- 
whelming, which  helps  forward  the  fitness  of  the  Christian  for 
heaven. 

To  the  younger  members  of  this  Congregation,  I  wish  to  say, 
let  an  early  entrance  upon  a  life  of  religion  be  the  object  of  your 
earnest  seeking.  Especially  to  the  young  ladies,  near  the  age 
of  that  beloved  daughter,  departed,  would  I  speak,  as  a  father 
and  a  minister.  With  the  scenes  of  the  past  week  yet  fresh  in 
your  minds,  and  looking  out  upon  yonder  grave,  tell  me, — Oh ! 
tell  me,  "  what  is  your  life,"  if  it  be  not  "  a  vapor,  which  con- 
tinueth  for  a  little  time,  and  then  vanisheth  away."  Through 
God's  rich  grace,  some  of  you  trust  that  you  have  recently 
come  into  the  happy  experience  of  that  religion,  which  puts  the 
soul  in  readiness  for  life's  close,  and  heaven's  bliss.  To  others 
of  you,  daughters  of  these  families,  I  speak,  anxious  that  this 
affecting  providence  may  not  be  in  vain  as  respects  your  spir- 
itual good.  And  with  my  eyes  on  the  grave  of  your  friend  and 
my  beloved  daughter,  I  say  to  you,  seek  the  hope  which  is  in 
Christ  Jesus ;  that  hope  which  alone  can  sustain  you  under  the 
sorrows  which  will  attend  you,  on  this  side  of  the  grave ;  and 
which  will  fit  you  to  go  your  way  into  the  solemn  scenes  of 
eternity,  and  upward  to  "  the  city  of  our  God." 


